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Caine, callous to the suffering they might cause
to the editor of The Tailor and Cutter, main-
tained the tradition of dress by which one could
recognise an author on sight. The others affected
the modern, self-obscuring style.
Henrietta Street and its neighbours have still,
in the main, a literary atmosphere, but of late
years publishers have shown a tendency to
scatter. One finds them now in all parts of
London. Paternoster Row, though now rather
more drapery than literary, still houses some
dozen. Others one finds in the Adelphi, in
Bloomsbury; a few in Mayfair; a few in Sohoj
and one at least as far out as South Kensington.
If one's interest was in the theatre, Bedford
Street, which adjoins Henrietta Street, afforded
an amusing pageant. The Yorick Club was there
and the Bodega was there. The Bodega, still
there, made quite a figure in the theatrical and
literary life of those days. It was there that
Robert Sherard found Ernest Dowson at almost
his last gasp. It was there that Joseph Conrad .
and Stephen Crane had their first long talk.
There you could meet three or four hundred old
actors, each of whom, it seemed, had played
Second Grave-digger to Irving. There, on Satur-
day noons, you could see most of the lions who
were appearing at the Tivoli matinee. They
made a group of their own, distinct from the
actors; a Bohemia within a Bohemia. Few of